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suggest a mighty man.    Is Shaw's amiable baldpate, for
all his tolerant talk, a mightier ?
His main purpose, on the other hand, handsome in itself,
Shaw achieved handsomely. 'If Forbes Robertson had
not been there to play Caesar, I should not have written
Caesar and Cleopatra/ he records. Elsewhere he calls the
play 'an instalment of the debt that all dramatists owe to
the art of heroic acting,' and forestalls the accolade upon
the future Sir Johnston by describing him as an actor *who
can present a dramatic hero as a man whose passions are
those which have produced the philosophy, the poetry, the
art, and the stagecraft of the world, and not merely those
which have produced its weddings, coroner's inquests, and
executions.' Yet, though Shaw wooed Forbes-Robertson
relentlessly, the more so after Mansfield had declined the
play, Forbes-Robertson long shied at Caesar and Cleopatra,
frightened of its cost and novelty. Seven years he took to
tackle it. But when he did, he made it peculiarly his,
surrounding Caesar's bald patch with the halo of his own
superb natural dignity.
(10)      CAPTAIN BRASSBOUND'S CONVERSION
Written in 1899-1900. First production by the Stage Society at
the Strand Theatre, London, on i6th December 1900; later by
Vedrenne and Barker at the Royal Court Theatre on 20th March
1906. First American production by Charles Frohman at the
Empire Theatre, New York, on 28th January 1907.
Among the First Players.
For the Stage Society: Laurence Irving, Henry Irving's younger
son, played Brassbound; Janet Achurch, Lady Cecily; Granville-
Barker, Kearney. For Vedrenne and Barker: Lewis Casson (later
Sir Lewis Casson), Sidi el Assif; James Carew (soon afterwards
Ellen Terry's husband), Kearney; Edmund Gwenn, Drinkwater;
and Ellen Terry, Lady Cecily Waynflete. In America, Ellen Terry
was again Lady Cecily, and James Carew there played Brassbound.
'If Ellen Terry ,had never been born, Captain Brassbound's
conversion would never have been effected.*                G, B. S.
A thoroughly unsatisfactory play in every way. To escape
this conclusion Shaviolaters invariably call it 'delightful/